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Tutoring the neighbor

Part I







My husband waited until our son graduated high school and left for college to accept a promotion at work that required us to move.  Rather than becoming “empty nesters” at forty-years-old we chose a fresh start and called ourselves “just plain nesters.”  It took some time to find a house and do everything else associated with moving, so we spent one more holiday season in our old house before prepping for our move after the new year.  

I’d been a high school English teacher for the last ten years, but since we were moving in the middle of the school year, we decided that I should work to get our new home set up rather than bother trying to find a job until the next school year. Sean was expecting to put in lots of extra hours at work until he got up to speed with his new responsibilities.  Within a few weeks of our move, I met several of our new neighbors.  Most I met while out on my daily walks.  The couple next door, however, came over to introduce themselves.  The Wilsons were a very attractive black couple around the same age as Sean and me.   They even had a son just a year older than ours.  Unlike our son, however, he opted to stay home to attend college.  Mrs. Wilson, Keeley, invited Sean and I to come to dinner once we felt settled in.  I gratefully accepted their invitation.

A few weeks later, Sean and I joined the Wilsons in their home for dinner.  The food was amazing.  Keeley and Robert were wonderful hosts.  Their son, Jesse, didn’t get home until we were all sipping wine in the living room after dinner.  He apologized for being late, explaining that he was struggling in one of his classes and lost track of time studying at the library. 

“What class?” Keeley asked.

“English,” Jesse replied.  “Shakespeare is not my friend.”

“My specialty!” I interjected.

“Jesse, Mrs. Everett is an English teacher,” Keely explained.

“Please.  Call me Amanda,” I insisted.  “Maybe I could help you?  I’m not working right now.  I have tons of time on my hands.”

Jesse looked relieved.  “That would be amazing,” he sighed gratefully.

I gave Jesse my number and told him to text me later in the week to set up a time.  We finished our evening with the Wilsons and headed home.  I was grateful to have made some friends.  Our old neighborhood was a little on the snobby side.  I was also grateful that I was hopefully going to have a little project helping Jesse with the finer points of seventeenth century English literature.  I was starting to get bored trying to keep busy around the house.

The following weekend, Keeley was gracious enough to take me on a tour of the best clothing stores in town.  We had a blast shopping and I felt like we were really becoming friends.  I was disappointed that she worked full-time so that couldn’t spend more time with her.  I would likely be working in the Fall anyway, though, so I knew that until then I would just have to find other ways to fill my time.  Before parting ways, I casually reminded Keeley that I hadn’t heard from Jesse yet.  She told me she’d try to “light a fire under that boy.”

A few days later, the weather was particularly warm for early Spring.  I was so grateful.  I grew up in the Southwest as a sunworshipper and after nearly twenty years in a colder climate, I was grateful to see more of the sun again.  I decided to take advantage of the weather and get an early start on my tan.  I was also eager to try out some of the new bikinis I bought on my shopping jaunt with Keeley.  Even though I was officially in my forties now, I was no longer shy about displaying my body like I was in the years after my son was born.  Once he started driving, I found I had some extra time on my hands.  I used it to get myself back in shape.  After almost four years of dedicated work, I was proud of how good I looked.  I was still bigger than I was in my twenties, but I had a flat belly and everything else was firm and round in all the right places.  Men had started looking at me again instead of through me.  Even the younger men looked me over.  It felt good. I took to wearing more form fitting clothes that showed off my curves and my cleavage. 

I wished that Sean had taken a similar interest in exercise.  He looked every bit our age.  His hair was graying, and his once sexy abs were long a memory.  On the rare occasion we did have sex, Sean had trouble keeping it up without pharmaceutical assistance and sounded like he’d just run a mile when were finished.  It seemed like as my sex drive increased, his went in the opposite direction.  Sean was the only man I had ever been with and even though lots of attractive men had hit on me over the years, I couldn’t imagine being with anyone else - even in his current state.  Aside from our lackadaisical sex life, we were great as a couple and had a wonderful life together. I was hoping that once I got a good tan and Sean was able to get a good look at me in some of my new swimsuits, he’d get a little more interested in his hot wife and maybe pay me some more attention. 

After checking myself out in the mirror for a bit, I grabbed a drink, the tanning oil, and a towel before heading to the back yard.  One of the reasons we bought our house was because it had a large patio/garden area in the back yard that saw a lot of sun.  I adjusted my sunlounger to line up with the sun’s angle and got busy relaxing in its warmth.  After thirty minutes or so, a beep on my phone interrupted my playlist.  It was Jesse.

Can you still help me with my English class?  If I fail, I won’t be able to play football.

Of course. My schedule is pretty open.  When do you want to get together?

How about now?

I’m sunbathing right now.  45 minutes?

k.  Should I come over there?

Sure. Just come in the front door when you get here.  No need to knock. 

k

I gave myself another twenty minutes in the sun before going inside to take a quick shower.  I was still naked and toweling off when I heard Jesse’s voice. He was early.

“Hello?” he called.

“I’ll be out in just a minute,” I called back.  I put on my after-sun lotion and dressed quickly in a pair of cotton shorts and a V-neck.  I sauntered out to the main room, my skin still glistening from the lotion. Jesse did that thing men do when they check you out and then immediately try to hide the fact that they just checked you out.  Even though it was maybe a little inappropriate, I loved it. 

“Hi Mrs. Everett,” he smiled.

“Call me Amanda,” I insisted.  “Are you ready to get started?”

I fixed us some snacks before getting to work on Shakespeare.  I could tell that Jesse was an intelligent young man, he was just having trouble finding his way through the language.  While we sat in the living room going back and forth discussing the text, I started realizing just how good-looking Jesse was.  He had a handsome face and was much more muscular than I was able to see under his jacket the night we met.  And even though he was only wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt, he was put together meticulously – not a wrinkle on him.  “This kid has his act together,” I thought to myself.  I married young and missed the youthful party years that most girls have in their twenties.  If I had a chance to do it all over again, I could have easily seen myself going for someone like Jesse. I had always been secretly attracted to black men.

With a little help, Jesse was starting catch on to the ins and outs of Shakespeare. “Oh! So, when he says he’s ‘too much in the sun’ he means that he’s pissed off about how his mom’s been acting!”

“Exactly!” I praised.

“Hey, even moms gotta get some, you know?” he joked.

“Jesse!” I scolded playfully and slapped his arm.  “But…yeah.”  I said joked back.  “So what are you guys working on next in class?”

“The Taming of the Shrew,” Jesse answered.

We agreed to meet again the following week. I offered to come to him this time.  Over the next few days, I found myself thinking more about Jesse than I probably should have.  Part of me was wishing I was young and single.  I would be lying if I said I didn’t have any regrets about getting married and starting a family so young.  I wondered if I should see a therapist like I had during a bout of postpartum depression.  I decided I was just bored and that my mindset would improve once I got back to work in the Fall. 

A few days prior to my tutoring appointment with Jesse, I was laying out in the back yard again when something occurred to me.  I realized that despite our privacy fence, you could easily see directly into our back yard from the upstairs of at least two of our neighbors’ houses including the Wilson’s.  As I was on my stomach, I opened the selfie camera on my phone and angled it to see if there was any activity visible in the windows from the Wilson’s house.  After a few minutes, I noticed some movement from one of the rooms.  I knew it had to be Jesse.  No one else would have been home at that hour.  It was difficult to tell, but I thought I could make out a figure standing at the edge of the window. Was Jesse watching me while I was tanning?  Was he watching me that first day he texted me? I quickly hatched a plan.  I texted Jesse.

How’s Taming coming?

I watched the window intently from my camera.  Sure enough, the figure moved across the window and deeper in the room.

It’s hard.  I’m gonna need some help.

Keep at it.  I’ll show you the finer strokes in a few days.

k

The figure then returned to the side of the window.  He WAS watching me!  After the initial shock, I was surprised at just how much I was thoroughly enjoying that fact that a hot nineteen-year-old was spying on me.  Against my better judgment, I decided to have a little fun with it.  I turned over onto my back and made a show of putting on more oil.  I started with my legs.  When I reached my bikini bottoms, I pretended to look around to see if anyone was looking before I cinched them narrower, exposing my shaved mound and barely covering anything else.  I moved the oil across my flat stomach and upon reaching my top I again cinched the material, first one side and then the other, exposing most of my breasts. My nipples, though covered, were poking through the material of my top and were growing harder by the second.  I couldn’t believe how turned on I was getting showing off my body. I started imagining Jesse stroking his cock watching me.  I fought the urge to look to the window.  I focused on continuing the show of massaging the oil along my body before laying back and letting him gaze at my almost completely nude body. 

After about ten minutes of my pussy throbbing at the thought of Jesse watching me, I couldn’t stand it any longer.  I gathered my things and marched into the house.  I went straight to the shower and buried my hand between my legs.  Using a combination of my fingers and the shower head, I brought myself to climax imagining Jesse was standing outside the shower watching me masturbate.  After drying off, I used aloe vera lotion to recreate the scene of covering myself in oil for Jesse.  This time, I imagined being totally naked for him.  I masturbated again.  I desperately wanted to be fucked.  My plan was to seduce my husband when he got home.  Instead, I got yet another text from him saying he was working late. 

The next day, I decided to give a repeat performance in my back yard.  I waited for Jesse’s car to be in the driveway before going out.  I resisted the urge to text him again.  I was just going to have to trust that he would be watching.  This time, as I was on my stomach, I untied my bikini top.  The bottoms on this particular swimsuit didn’t have ties.  Reaching both hands down, I lifted my ass from the lounger just enough to push the bottoms down my thighs.  To finish removing them, I had to turn to my side a bit, exposing my breasts briefly as I did.  I spread a little extra oil across my naked backside and between my thighs, grazing my pussy in the process.  I was wet.  It was a challenge not to start pleasuring myself right there in the back yard.  For all intents and purposes, I was now completely naked, lying on my stomach, in full view of Jesse’s window.  My phone beeped.  It was Keeley.  My heart dropped.  Did she know? Was she home?

Hey! Do you want to go shopping again and maybe catch a movie? I can’t this weekend, but how about next weekend?

I exhaled deeply with relief.  My hands were shaking. 

Definitely! 

How’s it going with Jesse?

Good.  He’s a smart young man.

He says he’s doing better in his class.  He really seems to like you.

Good.  I like him, too.

Gotta get back to work.  See you next weekend!

I knew it was absolutely terrible, but texting with Keeley somehow made the thought of Jesse watching me even hotter.  I very nearly turned over to fully expose myself, but something in me made me opt to put my bikini back on.  I did, however, give another peek of my tits as I pulled up my bottoms.  Once all my bits were covered again, I turned over and repeated the previous day’s show.  I lingered near my pussy when spreading the oil, desperately wanting to touch myself.  Sean was either going to have to fuck me soon or I was going to have to, for the first time in my life, get a dildo. 

When our scheduled day arrived and it was time to go to Jesse’s house for his tutoring session, I was dripping wet.  I masturbated before leaving, like they say men do sometimes before dates.  It helped a little, but it still left me wanting.  “Maybe you do need to see a shrink, Amanda,” I whispered to myself. I reminded myself that I was a married woman and twice the age of the young man I found myself constantly fantasizing about.  I texted Jesse before walking out the door.

Headed your way.

Just come on in.  I’m upstairs.  First door on the left.

I was nervous as I climbed the stairs. “Hello?” I knocked on his bedroom door.

“Come on in,” Jesse voice greeted.  “Listen, I just got back from the gym.  Would you mind if I took a real quick shower first?” 

“Can I join you?” the voice in my head asked.  “Sure.  No problem,” my actual voice replied.

Jesse gathered some things before starting across the hall to the shower.

I saw Jesse’s phone resting on his nightstand.  “Hey Jesse, can I borrow your phone to call my husband?  I left my phone at my house.” It was true that I left my phone at home.  However, I had no need to call my husband. 

“Sure.”  He hurried back into his room and unlocked his phone before handing it to me.  Just as I hoped, he headed back across the hall leaving me alone with his unlocked phone.  I thought about just pretending to call my husband, but I decided to actually call my husband and put him on speaker to make sure it was believable.  Plus, it felt naughtier, given that I was about to snoop on Jesse’s phone while talking to my husband.

“Hi honey, it’s me.”

“Hey, babe.  What’s up?” My husband answered.

“What time are you coming home tonight?”   I started scrolling through Jesse’s phone. 

Sean sounded apologetic. “It’s gonna be late again. There’s just so much to do.  Are you mad?”

“No, that’s fine.  I’m just trying to figure out what to do with myself.”  I opened Jesse’s image gallery.  The first pictures to come up were of me baring nearly all, taken from his window. I scrolled some more.  He had multiple pictures of me, not just from the past two days, but from even before that from times when I was randomly in the back yard.  My husband’s voice seemed to taper off into the distance as I scrolled.  And then I saw it; a picture of a beautiful black cock.  It was thick and long with a large vein running along the top of the shaft. I was instantly wet again. 

“Okay,” I said into the phone. “Listen, I gotta run.  I’ll see you when you get home.”  Sean and I hung up.  I continued scrolling, looking at selfies of Jesse in various states of undress.  His body was amazing.  His abs put my husband’s to shame even on his best day.  Jesse was an impressive young man, indeed.  Realizing I probably didn’t have much time left, I cleared the screen and put Jesse’s phone down.  I wandered over to the window and looked out on my back yard. 

Just a moment later, Jesse came back.  “Hey listen, I didn’t get a chance to finish the reading.  I’m really sorry.” 

“Well, how far did you get?” I asked.

“Only about halfway,” he replied.

I couldn’t believe what I was about to do. “Tell you what. Why don’t you come over to my house.  I want to get some sun.  You can hang out with me on the patio and ask me any questions you have while you finish reading. How does that sound?”

“Sounds great,” he smiled.

When we got to my house, I situated a chair next to my sunlounger and told Jesse to get started while I changed clothes.  I went inside, befuddled by the fact that I was about to willfully and shamelessly show off as much of my body as I could for a nineteen-year-old college football player while my husband was at work.  There was no question that I was blatantly seeking some attention.  To that end, I chose one of the skimpier bikinis I had not worn yet.  Both the top and bottom tied with strings.  The material was thin, allowing my hard nipples to make themselves known.  “What are you doing?” I scolded myself as I walked out the door.

“I’m back,” I announced.

“Damn,” Jesse exclaimed.

“Not bad for an old lady, huh?” I bragged.  I wasn’t going to be shy.  I already knew he liked looking at me. 

“Shut up,” Jesse scoffed.  “You’re not old.”

I got situated in the lounger and started oiling up.  Jesse continued reading, but I could see him look up to catch a peek at me from time to time.  When I was good and shiny, I laid back facing him, giving him a full and perfect view of my bikini-clad body.  I put my sunglasses on so that I could watch him without him knowing.  And more importantly, what I really wanted was to watch him watching me. 

“Just let me know if you have any questions, okay sweetie?”  For the next several minutes, I laid there and watched Jesse sneak longer and longer peaks at me.  I soaked up the attention as much as I did the sun.  After a while, Jesse said he was hot and asked if it would be okay for him to take his shirt off. 

“Sure,” I replied.

Jesse stood up and lifted his shirt over his head.  As he did, I noticed a bulge in his gym shorts.  I knew that he must have become at least semi-erect looking at me.  I tried not to stare at his chiseled body, but I think Jesse caught me looking before he sat back down.  A few minutes later, I turned over on my stomach and rested on my elbows.

Looking back at Jesse over my shoulder I asked him, “Would it be weird to ask you to do my back?”  I wanted to tease him so badly. 

“No, no problem.”  Jess put his book down and knelt beside the lounger.  He put an ample amount of oil in his hand and rubbed them together before beginning to spread the oil along my back.

“Oh, hold on,” I interrupted.  I reached behind my back and pulled the strings from my top loose.  “There.”

Jesse continued rubbing oil into my back.

“Your hands are so strong,” I almost moaned.

“Am I hurting you?” Jesse asked.

“No. It feels good.  Keep going.  If all else fails, you could become a masseur.”

Jesse kept massaging oil into my back, working his way lower and lower.  When he reached my lower back, just above my ass, I moaned.  “Oh, that’s it. Right there.” 

“Yeah?  Does your back hurt?” he asked.

“Sometimes.  I walk so much that sometimes my back, my glutes, and my hamstrings give me trouble.”  I wasn’t lying.  They did bother me sometimes, but not enough to justify what I was about to have Jesse do.  “You can go lower and work on my legs if you don’t feel too weird about it.”

Jesse didn’t reply, but he resumed rubbing my lower back.  Before long, he worked his way lower, just under the waistline of my bikini.  Although I didn’t resist, he didn’t linger long under my suit.  He moved his hands from my back to my hips and the sides of my bottom. “That feels good,” I encouraged.  Jesse continued moving further down until he reached my legs.  He rubbed each hamstring in turn.  I sighed my approval.  I was in heaven.  Then with one hand on each leg, Jesse moved northward, reaching the lower part of my ass. 

“Hmm,” I hummed. “My glutes are pretty sore.”

Jesse shifted himself to put his knees between my legs on the lounger so that he was directly behind me.  He squeezed more oil into his palms and returned his hands to my lower back, rubbing his thumbs under my suit again. 

“Hmm, here,” I whispered as I reached down and pushed my bikini down a bit, exposing the top of my ass.  It also had the effect of loosening the suit around my body, making the rest of my bottom easily accessible under the suit.  Jesse began massaging more and more of my glutes.  Eventually, he began running his hands from my thighs upwards under my suit and across my cheeks, enveloping them in his large hands, squeezing and massaging as he went.  My breathing deepened.  I wondered if my suit was still obscuring Jesse’s view or if he was able to see my dripping wet pussy. 

“Ooo, that feels so good,” I whispered over my shoulder. Jesse became even bolder, rubbing deeper into my thighs, nearly grazing my folds.  I instinctively raised my ass just slightly, inviting his touch.  “What are you doing, Amanda? This is so wrong.  You’re married, for fuck’s sake!” I thought to myself. Jesse squeezed my ass and spread my cheeks as he massaged me, his touch becoming even bolder.  My breathing quickened and became undeniably sexual. As his hands reached between my thighs again, I lifted my ass some more and pushed back against him, his thumbs only a millimeter from my lips.  It was everything I could do not to reach down and start rubbing my clitoris. 

Then there was a pause just before I felt the strings on my bikini bottoms give way.  I felt Jesse’s cock rub across my folds for a brief second and before I knew what was happening, I felt his shaft inside me.  I gasped and came almost instantly.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried, a mixture of pleasure and surprise.

Jesse fucked me steadily through my orgasm. I moaned and grunted.  And I fucked him back.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing.  In a sudden moment of clarity, I realized that it was possible for the neighbors to see us.

Reaching back and pushing against Jesse’s abs to stop him I demanded, “Take me inside.” 

He pulled his shorts up and I wrapped the towel around me as we marched inside.  In those few moments, I was able to gather some sense.  I knew I had already gone way too far, but I could stop it from going any further. Once in the door, Jesse came at me.  I put my hand forward, blocking him like a running back would. 

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I panted.  “I’m married.  I’m friends with your mother for God’s sake!”

“You can’t leave me hanging like this, Amanda” he gestured to the massive tent in his shorts.  “Please?” 

I looked at his gorgeous body and huge cock straining against his shorts.  “Fine.”

I dropped to my knees in front if him and yanked his shorts down.  I grabbed his cock in one hand and guided it into my mouth.  It was awkward at first.  Sean’s cock, the only one I’d ever sucked, was considerably smaller.  Jesse didn’t seem to mind my awkwardness, though.

“God, this is so fucking wrong,” I cursed as I licked along his shaft. My plan was to suck him off as fast as possible and send him on his way.  But something about sucking his cock was making me unmercifully horny.  I gave Sean blowjobs every now and then as a kindness, but they weren’t exactly my favorite thing and I they never really turned me on.  But something about sucking Jesse’s big, black cock was thrilling. 

“You’re fucking beautiful,” he moaned as I sucked him.  I was ashamed of myself for how much I loved hearing that from him.  I moaned onto his cock in turn. 

Jesse pulled me up from my knees and guided me to the couch.  He spread my legs and began devouring my pussy.  I rested my feet on his back and held his head with my hands, helping guide him.  I came hard from his tongue, but the two fingers he had inside of me only made me want his cock again.  Still holding his head in my hands, I lifted his gaze to mine.  “Fuck me.”

Jesse climbed up between my legs and positioned me on the couch beneath him.  I spread my legs as far as I could. His cock was so much bigger than Sean’s. Jesse kissed me and pinned my knees back. I gently bit his lip as he entered me again.  We kissed passionately as he fucked me.  I wrapped my legs around him and tried to pull him deeper, feeling his girth against my walls, his muscular ass in my hands.  Jesse moved his mouth to my breast, sucking and nibbling on my nipple while massaging my other breast with his hand.  I came on his dick again, whimpering into his neck as I did.  I could feel Jesse getting closer to orgasm.  “Not inside me,” I whispered into his ear. Jesse pulled his cock out and towered over me.  I leaned up on my elbows and gently squeezed his balls as he stroked his cock until I was practically covered in his come.  Jesse laid back down on top of me, both of us catching our breath. 

The realization of what I had done started setting in.  I don’t know exactly what I had planned, but it wasn’t this.  “You’d better go.  I don’t know when Sean is coming home.”  We both knew that was a lie, but Jesse was smart enough to go with it. 

Jesse could see the look of shock at what just happened on my face. “It’s okay, Amanda,” he encouraged as he put his shorts back on.  “I’ll text you later.” With a sweet boyish smile, he was out the door.  I nodded my head, still bewildered.  Jesse walked to the back yard and gathered the rest of his things before returning home.  After cleaning myself up, I opened a bottle of wine and tried to wrap my head around what had just happened.  I was passed out by the time Sean got home.  Over the next few days, I acclimated to the fact that I had broken my wedding vows.  I also struggled to get Jesse out of my mind.  Despite how wrong it was on so many levels, I had never been more attracted to anyone in my life and his touch had been even better than I had imagined. 

After nearly a week had passed and our regular tutoring appointment was approaching, my phone beeped.  It was Jesse.

You ok?

Yes, thank you.  I feel terrible about what happened.  I’m sorry.

I’m not.

We shouldn’t have done what we did.  It’s so wrong.

Who cares?  You want it. I want it.  No one will ever know.

Please understand.  We can’t. 

Don’t you want to?  It seemed like you liked it.

It was amazing!!!  But it doesn’t matter what I want.

Of course it matters what you want. And if it was so amazing, why can’t we do it again?

I’m MARRIED.  Plus, I’m going shopping with your MOTHER this weekend.

Tell me you don’t want to and I’ll leave you alone.

It’s not that I don’t want to.  It’s that I can’t!

I liked the way you bit my lip that time.

Jesse, that’s not fair.

Tell me.  What was your favorite part?

No.

Come on, please? 

I liked the way you took me in the back yard, from behind.

Did you cum?

Yes.

How many times?

I don’t know.  MULTIPLE.  It was really good.

Jesse’s next response was a picture of his cock with his smiling face in the background.

No fair!

All is fair in love and war, Amanda.

Haha. 

You have a picture of me.  Can I have one of you?

No.  What if someone sees it? 

They won’t. 

My face can’t be in it.

np

I stripped naked and laid on my bed.  I snapped a selfie looking down at my body highlighting my breasts and with a hint of my mound further in the distance.  I sent it to Jesse.

You are so beautiful.

Thank you. So are you.

Jesse video called me.  I took a breath and answered. 

“I can’t stop thinking about you.”  Jesse lowered his phone to expose himself masturbating.  I exhaled. “You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever seen.”

I watched him stroke his cock. My mouth watered. I reflexively licked my lips and swallowed.  “Sweetie, it’s wrong. I’m married and old enough to be your mother.”

Marcus moved his face back into frame.  “Tell me what you want me to do.  I’ll do anything you want.” 

I paused.  I hadn’t realized it, but I had been gently rubbing my mound.  “Stroke it for me.”

Jesse repositioned his phone and continued masturbating for me.

“You have such a nice cock,” I cooed. 

“Show me,” he demanded.  I moved my phone so he could see my body with my hand between my legs. “I want to fuck you so bad,” he whispered.

I knew at this point that resisting further was futile. “You’d better hurry before I change my mind.”

The call promptly ended.  I put my phone down and used both hands to play with myself.  I positioned myself so that Jesse would see me with my legs spread open and waiting for him as he walked through the bedroom door.  I realized that I was resting my head on my husband’s pillow.  For some awful and terrible reason, it made me even hotter to think about fucking Jesse in my marital bed with my head on my husband’s pillow.  Before long, I heard the front door open and footsteps marching toward the bedrooms.  Jesse hadn’t been in this part of the house before, but it didn’t take long for him to find me.  My fingers were deep inside when he walked through the door.  “Fuck me,” I panted.  Jesse dropped his shorts and practically leapt into the bed.  I grabbed his cock and guided it inside of me.

“Oh god!” I cried.

Jesse started pumping furiously inside of me. 

“Yes!  Fuck me, baby!”  I was nearing orgasm, but I wanted control.  I pushed him over and mounted him.  Taking his entire length inside of me, I rubbed my clitoris against him as I rocked steadily back and forth on his cock.  I pressed my hands into Jesse’s perfect stomach as I pleasured myself with his body.  I caught our reflection in the mirror.  We looked as sexy as any video I had ever seen.  I kept watching myself fuck Jesse in the mirror until I came.  I collapsed onto Jesse’s chest with him still inside of me.  He began thrusting in and out of me.

“Fuck,” I moaned as he took my nipple in his mouth.  His hands grasped my ass and pulled my cheeks apart as he had when he massaged me in the back yard. 

“I’m gonna come,” he moaned. 

I quickly ambled myself down, bringing my head between his legs.  I locked my lips around the tip of Jesse’s cock as he stroked himself.  I started bobbing my head up and down on his dick, taking as much of it as I could in my mouth.  He moved his hands to my head.  I grabbed the base of his cock and stroked it with one hand and cupped his balls with the other.  This was all Jesse could bare.  I swallowed as much come as I could, leaving the rest to spill out down my chin.  Even his come tasted good to me.

“This is so fucking wrong,” I said, cleaning his cock.  My tone had changed, though.  It was almost giddy.  “So fucking wrong,” I smiled.  I sucked his glans, still hypersensitive from his orgasm.  Jesse quivered and forced my mouth off him.  I crawled up and kissed him.  “So wrong,” I smiled again.  Jesse smiled back. 

“I’m gonna fuck you every day,” he declared as I rested my head on his chest.

“Promise?” I smiled.  I looked down at his perfect torso and his glorious cock I held gently in my hand.  Something had changed inside of me.  The regret and guilt I had been feeling was gone. Excitement and wanton desire took their place.  “This is gonna be fun,” I thought to myself. 

“What about your husband?”

I pondered for a moment.  “He left me alone too long.” 

Jesse grunted his understanding.

“And it appears I’ve developed a taste for young black men.”  I ran my hands across his chest and abdomen, taking in his youthful beauty.

Jesse gave a cocky smile.  I snuggled with him a few more minutes.  Then I went down on him to get his cock back up and fucked him again before sending him on his way.  I needed time to get myself cleaned up and the sheets in the washing machine before Sean got home.  I was strangely calm about the whole thing, even after Jesse left and I was alone with my thoughts.  I suspected, though, that would change once Sean got home and reality set in.  When he finally did get home, I gave him a sweet kiss before setting dinner out.  I felt a tingle between my legs.  Looking at Sean across the dinner table and  knowing that less than two hours ago another man was inside of me in our marital bed didn’t fill me with regret, though.  It didn’t make me sad.  It didn’t make me afraid of ruining my marriage.  It made me wet.  I wanted more.  And it wasn’t just that I wanted to fuck Jesse again.  I wanted to cheat again. 

Parts II and III available in a series or as part of the Cheating Wift Bundle Volume I.  Links below...

Check out my Author Page on Amazon.com for my latest releases...

Thanks for reading!


Books In This Series

Tutoring the Neighbor

New to town with nothing to do while my husband is at work. Turns out tutoring the next door neighbor is a great way to pass the time...

Tutoring the Neighbor - Part 2

My adventures of cheating on my husband with my neighbor continue. Things get interesting as I meet more members of the football team.

Tutoring the Neighbor - Part 3

The final chapter of Amanda's descent into sexual decadence. After cheating on her husband for the first time with the young black student athlete next door, she soon expanded her adventures to include his friends. Now, as the end of the school year approaches, she finds herself surrounded by all her lovers at once with her husband dangerously close by.


Books By This Author

Cheating Wife - Bundle Volume I

The Cheating Wife Bundle Volume I includes twelve previously released titles as well as a new story available only in this bundle!

My Best Friend's Wife - Available only in Cheating Wife Bundle I.

The Australians - What happens when a group of handsome Australians rent the house next door for Master's week?

Taken by My Husband's Boss (Parts I,II,& III) - The things I have to do to advance my husband's career!

Tutoring the Neighbor (Parts I, II, & III) - New to town and with nothing to do. Tutoring my next door neighbor turns out to be a great way to pass the time.

The Doctor - Somehow I managed to develop a crush on my doctor and I find it hard to hide my attraction.

The Handyman - I hired an old friend to remodel our home. I left him alone with my wife everyday while I was at work. Good idea, or no?

The Boss's Party - I married a reformed party girl. I knew I shouldn't have left her alone for too long.

My Black Neighbor - I never knew what a princess I was until my husband lost his job and we had to move into a crummy apartment. The noise from downstairs at all hours was a nuisance...until it piqued my curiosity.
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